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to hoar, r-Gervala was taking the situation

with aracss that was ag tervifying as it
wis stunid,  When 1 lopked Into his dogged oyes

J could not but think the end of me might ba nend
But Yeux-gris's laugh sald the vary notion wan
vidieulova, I was lunocent of all hrmful intent,
and they woere emen, not cutthroats,

“Measloure,” I gaid, I swear by the blessed
calnes I am what I told you. 1 am no spy and no
one sent me here, Whao are vou orf swhat you do,

I know no tiore than'a babe yunborn, 1 beloag to

no party and am no man's man. As for why vou
choosr o live fn this emoty honse it {8 not my
coneern d 1 eare no whit about ft. Let me go,
messieurs, and 1 will gwear to keep silence ahout
what I have seen.”

“1 am {or lettiag him go.' sald Yeux-gris

encouraging
He an-

il. the most
1] vet assumed,

by

he t

Gervals looked «
attitude toward me
Bwered: .
o 1 he had not sald the name"——

“Stuff!" interrupted Youx-gris, “It is a coincl-
dénce, no more, 1f he were what you think it is
the very last name he would have safd."

This was Greek to me: I hed mentioned no
names but Malire Jucques's and my own. And he
wiy their fricnd,

“Messieurs,” 1 said, “if it {s my name that does
not pleasa you, why, I can say for it that if it Is

not very high-sonading, at least it s an honest
,‘xn:;n and has ever been held so down where we
lHve

.

T

“'me off this morning.
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“And that i3 at St. Quentin,” satd Yeux-gris.
Y¢S,  J My fother, Anton Broux 13
st to the Duke of St. Quentin.”

Master of the Fore

maonsife

He started and Gervals cried out:
“Voila! who iz the fool now?"
My neeves, which had grown tranquil since

Yeusx-sris came to my rescue, quivered anew, The
commion man started at the very word St, Quen-

tin. and the masters started when I named <he
dulie. Was it he whom they had spoken of as
monsirur?  Who and what were they? There
was more In this than 1 had thought at first. It
was no longer 4 mero question of my liberty. I
1 « and ears for swhatever {nforination I

or
+ £p9ke to me for the first time grave-
not o time when foiks take pleasure

erl: e to Parla. What 1t }.””? .

“1 nsed to be mongieur 1ge down at St, Quen-
. 1 answered, deeming (e gtraight truth best
“When we learned that he was in Parls my father
gent me up 0 him. I reached the eity last night
gnd lay at the Amour de Dieu. This morning 1
went to the duke but the guard would not
let me in. Then whey monsieur drove out 1 tried
1o get specch him, but he wonid have none
of me.”

The bitterness
been in my voive and
ruptlv:

“And do yon hate him

“Nay,” sald 1. churlis
do a8 he chooses, But |
for striking me a foul blo

“The Comte de May!" exclaimed Youx-gris,

“His =on.”

“He has no son.”

“But he has, monsieur. The Comte de''—

“He is dead,” sald Yeux-gris.

“Why, we knew naught'—— 1 was beginning,
when Gervais broke In:

“You =ay the fellow's honest when he tells such
tales as this! He saw the Comte de Mar!™

“l thought it must be he” I protested. “\
Soung man who sat by monsieur's slde, elegant
8= proud-looking, with an aquiline face"——

“That I8 Lucas, that is his secretary, doclared
Yeux-gris, as who should say, “That is his sculs

WO

& hnte!

with

1 felt over my rebuff must have
fave, for Gervals spoke ab-

N
> gnough,. It is his to
te the Coemte de Mar

.~
T,
Gervess Meled & Llm Y7 a m==—"=, then

shrugged his shoulder and demanded of me:

“What next?"

“1 came away angry.”

“And walked all the way here to risk your life
in a haunted house? Pardieu! too pluin a lie.”

“0Oh, 1 would have done the like; we none of us
fear ghosts in the daytime.' sald Yeux-gris.

“You may believe him; I am no such fool. He
has been caught In two lles; first the Bethunes,
then the Comte de Mar. Ile is a clumsy spy; they
might have found a better one. Not but what
that touch about {ll-treatment at monsieur's hand
was well thought of. That was monsieur's sug-
gestion, 1 warrant, for the boy has talked llke a
dolt else.”

“I am no lar,” I cried hotly. ‘“Ask Jacques
whether he did not tell me about the Bethunes,
t {8 his lie, not mine. I did not know the Comte
e Mar was dead, and this Lucas of yours 18 hand-
some enough for a count. 1 came here, as I told

you, in curiosity concerning Maitre Jacques's
story. I had no i{dea of seelng you or any living
man. It {s the truth, monsieur.”

“T belleve you,"” Yeux-gris answered, “You have
an honest face. You came into my house unin-
wited, Well, T forgive {t and invite you to stay.
You shall be my valet.”

“He shall be nobody’s valet,” Gervals erled.

The gray eyes flushed, but their owner rejoined
Hghtly:

“You have a man; surely I should have one too.
‘And I understand the services of M. Felix are not
engaged."

“Mille tonnorres! you would take this spy—this
sneak''— *

“As I would take M. de Paris if 1 chose,'” re-
goonded Yeux-gris with a cold hanuteur that
smacked more of a court than of this shabby
room. Ie added lightly again:

“You think Kim-a spy; I do not. But in any
cage he must not blab of us. Therefore he st*
here and brushes my clothes. Marry, they need

Pasily, with grace, he had disposed of the mat-
ter. But I sald:

“NMonsieur, I shall do nothing of the kind.”

*What!" he cried, as if the clothes brush itself
had risen in rebellion, “what! you will not?"

‘“No,"” sald L

“And why not?"” he demanded, plainly thinking
me demented,

“Because | know you are against the Duke of
St. Quentin.”

Whatever they had thought me nefther expected
at speeah,

“l am no spy or gneak,’” sald 1. "It is true I
me here by chance; It Is true mongieur turned
But I was born on his land
and I am no traitor. 1 will not be valet or hench-
man for either of you If I die for it."

1 was like to dle for it. For Gervals whipped
out his sword and sprang for me. 1 thought I
saw Yeux-gris's out too when Gervais struck me
over the head with his sword hilt. The rest was
darkness, : .

“U.—Rapiers and a Uow.

CAME to my senses slowly, to hear loud,
angly volces. As I opened my eyes and
stirred the room reeled from me and all
was blank again. Awhile after 1 grew
aware of a clashing of steel, I lay won-
dering thickly what it was and why it had
to be going on while my head ached so, till at
length it dawned on my dull brain that swords
were crossing. I opened my eyes again then,

They were fighting each other, Yeux-gris and
Gervals, The latter was almost trampling on me,
Yeux-gris had pressed him so close to the wall,
Then he forced his way out, and they drove each
other round in a circle till the room seemed to
spin once more.

I crawled out of the way and watehed them, he-
wildered, absorbed. 1 had more reason to thrill
over the contest than the mere excellence of it—
which was great—since I was the cause of tho
duel, and my very lfe, belike, hung on its issue,

hey were both admirable swordsmen, yet it

+ t'wag clear from the first where the palm lay, Anys

Aing nimbler, lighter, easior than the sword-play
Yeux-gris I never hope to see in this imparfect
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world. The heavier adversary was hot, angry,
braathing hard. A smile hovered over Y
gris's lipa; already a red disk on Gervals's s
showeldl where hLis sword had been u
would eoon go again, and deeper, I had forgotten
my bruize (n my Intorest and delight, when ol o
suddon ot vhom we il had {eaored took a hand
in tie g Gervals's fackey siarted forwnrd
and kKnoet s arm.  Ilis sword flew
wida nny from wrist to

'

COUsSINn'y

i
ol up Yeax-gris
tervoels slashed his arm

HOW,

With o emnoth red ery Yeux-priz
wotsile  dervals, ablage with rage, esrang
Hizy on hils erenti Phe man gaped with amize-
went; thoa, for there was no time for parley,
leaped for the door, Tt was locked,  Fa urned,
and with a look of deathly te ror foll on his knees,
crouched up against the door-post. Gervids
Iunged,  Hig Ulade passed eloan through the man's
shoulder and pinved him to the door. [1is head
fell heavily forward.

“Have yon kllled him?" eried Yeux-pgris,

“By my {aith! I meant to,"” came the answer.

his
pnst

“IE WORLD:

“Make me that offer and 1 necept.”

Youx-giis turned to him with that little hagtenr
he agsumed ceeagionnlly ‘

"o ara helpls s 3‘_\':»»“‘ in Y Ve pasaad
vo

A m to yon”

H L toll \ no n horn tone
Teiwy \ 1 1 N
hael 1 Loy Le th in 8401
1wes of D ord Yt | belleved Iy I O I ¢
| %y | in 1 t

fo} ' i In h i
|\ ‘. ) 4 \ int : .y !“ }
or'in so: vy drendad hiine T « ! '
or {1} i) trponed wits wer
na dosire 10 in_open hreachs  Ey
estly ashamed of L he HRan’s low o
even before that his Ju went had d
qnarrnl.  Blse why had strock 1 with a hiit
of the sword?

“l teava him to S he ttad, Do as yon
chookn,  If ¢ dernd hig e g pficious thing
cherish it. Wha you learn u taste for inso-
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out of then

hewilderment wns so great that the words cam
lves:
t Lueas you mean to k2"

oy s
Yoeux-arls fooked at me, not inatantly replying.

1 ted ngzalin to him

“Mongfeur t Liuecas or the dukn?"

Then Yenrx i n gesture from Gory
o would have te » nothing 1 k, ¢X-
lnimed

V- L nt

e sald it in such honest surprise and with such
p steidy glanoe thit the heavy fear th '\
imn 1 drapped from me Hke a dead welght, and
uddenty 1 turned quite digzy aud foll Into the
nearest chule

A duagh of water In the face made me ook up
to see Yelix-gr tanding wet-handcd by nu .

Mon DMea!™” ho eried, “you were as whits

the wall, Do yon love go much this 0
siruck you?"”

“Not I osad, rising: 1 thought yon meant to
Kill the duke.” s

“Did you take us for Leaguers?”

—

into the closst nnd balted the door upon him,
“1 will settle with him later; But you are right,

Wi not gend him.' .
Youx-gris bursy Lato laughtor.

My faith! onld not have more trouble .if
we were heads of the League than this little quel
of yours j« glving Why, what if we are seen?
| )

Gervaly started
No: that will not do*
YEh, Bien, then, what will you propose?”
it i owi SO0 oo WwWio proposod I said
“NMonsieur, £ all your purps Is agalnst Lueas
v o other 1 am vonr man | will 5o,
“What, my stubboy: vou

Why, monsicur, I pwe 1o preat debit, While
I thought you meant ill Die 1 could not
erve you, But thig Luca anather palr ot

veves, I awe him no al lance,  Morcover, ho

me this morning,
b vour disposal”
I wondep If you are lying,' &

ey killad

Therefore I am

tid Gervals.,
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“Monsieur,”” I cried, half choked, ‘‘there (s a plot—a wvile plot to muarder yoi!"’

Gervals

was hending over the man, With an
abrupt laugh he called out: “Killed him, par-
dieu! He has come off cheapn.”

He raised the fellow's limp head, and we saw
that the sword had passed just over his shoulder,
plercing the linen, not the flesh, He had swoonad
from sheer terror, being in truth not so much s
seratched.,

Gervals turned to h!s cousin,

“I never meant that foul triek. Tt was no
thought of mine, I would have turned the blade
It T could. I will kill Pontou now if yvou say the
word,” :

“Nay,” answered the other, falntly: “help me.'"

The blood was pouring from his arm; he was
half swooning. Gervais and I ran to him, an
tween us bathed the cut, bandaged it with st ips
torn from a shirt and made a sling of a searf. Iha
wound was long but not deep, and when we had
poured some wine down his throat he was himself
again,

“You will not bear me mallce for that poltroon’s
work, Etienne?"” Gervais asked, more humbly than
I ever thought to hear him- speak. *“That was 1
foul cut, but it was no fault of wmine, 1
blackguard: I fight fair.
you like,”

“You are ungrateful, Gervals; he saved yon
when you needed saving,” Yeux-gris laughed.
“Faith! let him live, I forgive him. You will pay
me for my hurt by yvielding me Felix.”

Gervals looked at me. While we had worked
side by side over Yeux-gris he scemed to have
forgotten that he was my enemy. DBut now all the
old suspicion and dislike came {nto his face again,
However, he answered:

*Aye, you would have been the victor had it not
beon for Ponteu. You shall do what you like with
your boy. 1 promise you that.”

“Now that is well sald, Gervais," returned Yeux-
gris, rising and picking up his sword, which he
sheathed. “That s very well said, For if you did
not feel like promising it, why, 1 should have to
begin over agnin with my left hand."

“Oh. T give you the boy,"” Cervals repeated
rather sullenly, turning away to pour himself
some wine,

I could not but wonder at Yeux-gris, at his gay-
ety and his steadfustness. He had hardly looked
grave through the whole affair; he had fought
with a smile on his lips and had taken a cruel

ho-

am no
I will kiil the knave i

wound with a laugh. Withal he had been the
constant champion of my innocence, even to
drawing his sword on his cousin for me. Now,

with his bloody arm in its sling, he was as
nair and careless ag ever. 1 had been stupld
enough to imagine the big Gervals the leader of
the two, and I found myself mistaken, 1dropped
on my knee and kissed my savior's hand in all
gratitude.

“Aha,” sald Yeux-gris, “what think you now of
being my valet?"

Verily I wag hard pushed.

“Monsieur,” I sald, “l owe you much moro than
I can ever pay. If yon were any man's encmy but
my duke's I would serve you on my knees, DBut
1 was born on the duke's land and I cannot ho dis-
loval. You may kill me yourself if you like"

“No,"” he answered gravely, “that is not my
metier,"

Gervals laughed.

) el L e el L b ‘e PR REE §

lence, Etienne? Time was when you were touchy
on that score

“Time never was When T did not love courage.”

“Oh, 1L 18 With a sneer he turned
away,

“Gervais,' sald Yeux-gris,
to unlock the door.”

Gervads wheeled around, his face an angry ques-
tion.

Yeux-gris answered it with cold politeness:

“That Felix Proux may pags out.”

“By heaven, he shall not!"

“You gave your word you would leave him to
me. Did you lle?"

“1 do leave him to you!” Gervals thundered. *1
would slit his impudent throat. But since you
love him you may have him to eat out of your
plate and sleep In yonr bosom. I will put up with
it, But go ont of that door till the'thing is done,
sang dien! he shall not!”

“If he goes straight to the duke what then? He
will say he found us living in my house. What
harm? We are no felons, Let him say {t."”

‘And put Lueas on his guard?” returned Ger-
vale., 1le was angry, yet he spoke with evident
attempt at restraict, “Put-Lucas on the trall?
ITe ix wary as a eat. Let him get wind of us here
and he will naver let us catch him."

“Well," sald Yeux-gris reluctantly, ‘it s true.

T
gol

“have thes kindness

And though 1 will not have the boy harmed he
shall stay here. I will not put a spoke {n the
wheel. We will take no risks till Lucas {s shent.
The boy ahall bLe held prisoner, And after-

ward!’——
"

“1 wiil comie myself and let him out,” sald Ger-
vais, and langhed,

[ glanced at my protector, not liking to think
of that moment, whenever It might be, “after-
ward,” lle went up to Gervais,

"My cousin, are weo friends or foes?
you treat me strangely like a foe.”

“We are friemls."”

"I am your friend, sinee it I8 {n your cause that
I am here, [ have stood at your shoulder ke a
brother-—you cannot deny it."

¥No,” Gervals answored, “you stood my friend
—my one friend in that house—as I was yours.
I stood at your shoulder In the Montlue affalr—
von ecannot deny that. I have been your ally,
your servant, your messengor to mademolselle,
your envoy to Mayenne. [ have done all In my
power to win you your lady,"

A shadow fell over Yeux-gris's open face,

“That task needs a greater power than ypurs,
my Gervais,"

He regarded Gervals with a rueful smile, his
thouphts of a suddcea ag far away from me as if 1
had never set foot in the Rue Coupejarrets. He
shook his head, sighing, and said, with a hand on
Gervais's ghonlder: “IUs hoyond you, cousin,'

Gervals brought him back to the point,

“Well, I've done what I could for you, But you
don‘t help me when you let looge a spy to warn
Lueas,"

“Ho shall not go. You know well, cousin, you
will be no gladder than I when that knave is dead.
But I will not have Felix Broux suffer bocauso he
dared speak for the Duke of St. Quentin,'™

“*As you choose, then, 1 will not touch a hair
of his head if you keéep him from Lucas."

Once more he turned away across the room. My

For faith!

I nodded.

e spoke as if actually he felt it Important to
set himself right in my eyes.

“Well, we are none. We are no politicians, but
private gentlemen with a grudge to pay. |1
not whar the partles do. Whether we have the
Princess lsabelle or Henry the Hunguenot ‘tis all
one toome; I am not putting etther on the throne
S0 if you have got it {n your head that we are
plotting for the League, why, get it out again™

"But you are enemies to the Duke of St. Quen-
tin?"

He answered me slowly:

“We do not love him, DBut we do
death, He goes his way unharmed
are gentlemen, not bravos,'

“And Lucas?”

“Lacecas s my cousin's enemy, and, being a great
man's' man, skulks behind the hars of the Hotel
St. Quentin and will not face my cousin's sword,
S0 to rench him takes a little ploiting. Do you
belleve me?” '

I looked into his gray eyes, that had flashed so
hotly in my defense, and I could not but believe
Iim,

“Yes, monsloenr,” I safd,

He regnrded me curiously

“The duke's Jife seemas much to you,

“Why, tnongieur, I am a Broux."”

“Aand could not be disloyal to save yvour life?”
s life! Monsteur, the Broux would not seek
thelr souls {f M Due preferred them
dumned,”

1 expected he would rebuke me for the outhurst,
but he did not: he merely said:

“And Lucas?”

“Oh, Lucas!” I said. “I know nothing of hin
He is new with the duke sinee my time, 1 do not
owe him anything save a grudge for that blow
this morning. Mon dien, monsieur, I am thankful
to you for hefriending me. Dying for monsieur &
all in a day's work; we expeet to do that. But,
my faith, if T had dled just now it would have
been for Lucas.”

At this momeut a long groan came from the end
the lackey was waking

care

mot plot his

by us. We

1a

10 snve

of the room. We turned;
from his swoon under the ministration of Ger-
vais, He opened his eyes; thelr glance was dull

till they feli npon his master., And then at once
they looked venomwons
Gervais Kicked him into fuller consclousness,
“Get up, hound. It fs time to mest Marin.”
The wreteh serambled shakily to his feet and
stood elutehing the door jamb and eying Gervals,
terror writ large on his chalky countenance. Yot
there was more than terror in his face; there
was the look you see fn the eyes of a trapped ani-
ma! that watchoes its chance to bite. You¥rGyd
eried out
“You dare not send that man, Gervals™
“Why not?" .
“Recause the moment he {s clear of the b
lie will betray yvou, Look at his face,”
“He shall swear on the cross!'
Ave, But you cannot trust the oath of such as

e
“What would you? We must send.” -
“As you will. But you are mad if you send
him,"

Gervals pondered a moment, his slower wits
taking In the situation. Then he sefzed the man
by the collar, fairlty flung him across the room

“I do not think ke Is Iving.” Yeux-gris said, “I
trow. Gervals, we have got our messenger.”

“Yonu tell me to heware of Pontou hecause he
hitess me, and then woull have me trust thig fel-
low 2" Gervalg demunded, with some acumen,

1 said: “Monsieur, vou do not seem to under-
stand how I come to make this offer.”

“To get out of the house with a whole skin."

I had a jov In darlng him, being sure of Yeux-

Alonsionry,” 1 sadd, T shonld be glad to leave
this honefe with my skin whole or broken so long
as | Jeft on my own feet.

But you have mentioned
the very reason why 1 shall not hetray you. 1 do
not love vou and 1 do not love Lucas, Therefore
if you pad M. Lucas are to fight 1 nsk nothing
Yetter than to he'n the quarrel on.”

ITe st me with an air more
ment than ausht else, but Yeux-gris's
lanshier rang out.

‘Hravo, Felix! 1 am proud of you! That is
un ldes warthy of Cassar! You would set your
enemics to extermingte each other. And I asked
you to bo my valet!"

“Which do you wish
the black Cervils

[ answersd quite truthfully:

“slonsicur, 1 shall be pleased either

[ know not how he relishod the
Yeux-grig erfed out at once:

“Bravo, Falix, you are a paragon! I have not
wit enough to know whether vou are as sinrple as
sunshine or as deep as a well, but I love you.”

“Monsieur,' 1 answered, as [ think very neatly,
“If 1 am 2 well truth lies at the bottom."

“\Well, Gervals?” demanded Yeux-gris,

Gervuds bent his lowering brows on hls cousin,

“Da you say, trust him?

“Ave, T would trust him. For never vor did
villain turn honest nor honest man false in ouas
short hour, Whon he was asked to serve against

ired at

ready

1o see slain?" demanded

-,

ans for

the duke he showed his stall. He was no traftor:
he was no cowanrd; he was no lar, I think he is
not those pow

Gervals was still doubtful,

“It 18 o risk, I he heiriys'le——

“What is life without risks?" cried Yeux-gris,
T thought you too good a gambler, Gervals, to

falter before a risk.”
“Well,” Gervals consented, I leave it to yon,

Da as you LK

Yeux-gris sald at once to me:
“This Lucas, us I told you, 18 too cowardly to
meet my cousin in o fight. Since he got the

chalfenge he h r stuck his nose out of doors
without two or three of the duke's guards about
him,  Therefore we have the right to get at him
as we can’ We have paid a4 man in the house 1o
I of his movements, He I8 to fare out secretly
at night on a misslon for M. ls Due, with one
omride only M. Gorvals and [ will interrupt

1 ittle journes.” '

“Nory good, monsieur. And [?" .

“You will meet our spy and learn the hour of
the expedition, Last night when he told us of the
plan it pad not been decided.

'nen he will be the other man I saw in the
window? [ #hail know him."”

“You have sharp eyes and a sharp brain, young-
gter. But he will not know you. Therefore you
can say vou come from the shuttered house in
the Rue Coupearvets, You will meet him ia the

8 neve
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of bewilders |
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Httle alley to the north of the Hatel 8t. Quentin,
Do you kmow your way to the hotel? Well, then,
you are to go down the passageway between the
house and M. de Portreuse's garden—you cannot
mistake it, for on two sldes of the house s tho
gtroet, on the third the garden and on tha fourth
the allevway, Half-way down the alley is an arch
with a small door. In that arch our man, Louls
Martin, will meet yvou. Do yau understand?”

[ repeated the directions.

“You Foave oarned your lessan.
him the hour-—oniy that,”

“And you will take oath not to betray us,’coms
manded Gervaly

1 took out the ecrogs that hung on my rosary. I
was veady to swear! Gervals prompted:

“1 swear to go and come stralght and speak no
ward to any bult Martin."

With all solemnity I swore it on my cross.

“That oath will be kept,” eald Yeux-grie. He
held out a sudden hand for the cross, which I
gave him, wondering,

“I swear that we mean no harm whatsoever to
the Duke of St. Quentin,” He kissed the eross and
flung the chain back over my neck.

At last 1 saw the door unlocked.
even returned to me my knife,

“Au revolr, messieurs.”

Gervals, sullen to the last, vouchsafed no an-
swer, but Yeux-grls called out cheerfly, “Aun
cevolr.”

UL.—H Matter of Life and Death.

OTHING in life can be so sweot as
freedom after captivity, safety
after dunger, When I gained the
apen stroet once more and breathed
the open air, no one molesting or
troubling me, 1 could have sung

with Joy. I falrly hugged myself for my

cleverness in getting out of my plight. As
for the combat I was furthering, my oniy doubt
ubout that was lest the skulking Luacas should
not prove good sword enough to give tiouble to

M. Gervals. It was very far from my wish that

lie should come cut of the attempt unsoutched,

But as 1 waent along and hiad more ti:e to pon-
der the matter other doubts forced themselves
into my reluctant mind.  Put it as I ploased, the
uffalr smacked too much of secreey to he quite
savory. It was curious, to say the least, that an
honest encounter sheuld require so much plotting,
Also, Luens, coward and rascal theugh ha might
be, was monsieur's man, doing monsieur’s errand,
and for me to mix myself up in a plot against
Wim was scarcely in keeping with iy “vannted
loyaity to the house of St. Quentin, My friend
Gervals's quarrel nifght be just; his manner of
procedure, even, might be just, and yet 1 have no
right (o take puit In it

And vet moneieur had gignified plainly enough
that he was no longer my patron.  For my birth’s
sake T mieht never work againgt him, but | was
free to do whatever else 1 chose. Monsieur hime
self had made 1t necessary for me to take anothep
master, anid assnredly 1 owed something to Yetuxe
giis. 1 had resson to feel confidence in his honor;
surely T might reekon that he would not be in the
aflair unless {t were honhest, Lueas was ks
encugh a scoundrel of whom monsieur would ha
well rid.  And lastly and finally and above all I
was sworn, so there was no use worryving about It
I hod takers oath and could not draw back.

[ hurried along to the rendezvous, only pausing
one moment at the street corner to buy sausages
hot from the brazier, whieh I crammed into my
month a3 I ran.  But after all there wag no need
of haste, the little arch, when 1 panted up to it.
was ol deserted

No better ploes for a tryst counld have heen
found in the heart of husy Paris. Oply the one
door opened into the alley; M. 42 Portreuse’s
high garden wall, forming the other slde of the
passage, swas unbreken by a gate, and no curious
eyes frgm the honse conld 1ook into the deep arch
and see the narrow, nailstudde ]l door at (he back
where T awalted the rat-faced Martin,

I stood Lnere long, flvst on one foot and then on
{ha other, fearful every moment lest tome one of
monsienr’s true men hould ome aiong to de-
mand my business.  No one appeared, either foe
or friend, for s¢ long that I began to think Yenx-
gris had tricked me and sent me here on a fool's
errand, when, all at once, a low volce sald clese
to my ear;

“What scek yon here?"

I jumped on finding at my side a little, pale,
sharp-facod man-~the man of the vislon, He had
slipped through the door so suddenly and quietly
thaut 1 was once more tempted to take him for a
shost. He eved me for a bare second; then his
¢yes diopped before mine,

“I am come to learn the hour,"” said [

“Did you nut hear the chimes ring five?"

“0h, no need for disguise. 1 am come from
the two in the Kue Coupejarrets. They bcile me
usk the hour'

1{e favored
plances,

“What hour meant they?”

I said bluntiy in a logyder 1onn:

“Ihe hour when M. Lucas sets out on
crot mission,"

“Hush!' he
alowd—hig or the other's,

“Well,” | safd eross'v, “vou have kept me
walling already muoers time than [ care to lose.
low much leneer Lefore you will tell me whet I
cime to know?”

He looked at ine sharply for another brief in-
slont before his eves slunk away from mino,

“You should hnve n aassword,"”

“They gave me none. They told me to say 1
came rrom the shuttered hiouse in the Rue Coupe-
jorrets, and thot wonld be entugh.”

“Iow came vou into this business?"

“Ny a back window."

ITe gave me another susplelous glance, but make-
mg nothing by it he rejoined:

“12h bien, 1 trust you. I will tell you.”

He clutched my arm and drew me to the tack
ol the arch, where the afternosn shadows were
alrendy gathored,

“What have yvon fer me?” he demanded,

Wiat should I have?"

You will ask

Yeux-gris

me with another of his shifty

his ge=

“Tlush!

eried. Don't say names

“iHe promiscd me ten plstoles to-day. He did
not give them to you?"

“1 tell you, no.”

“You are a thief! You have them!"

He stepped forward menacingly; so did L
then fell back as abruptly.
“Nay, it wis a jest; |
But he premised me ten pistoles
“He did not give them to me" T said.

He

know you are honest,

“Per-

haps he wius not &0 convinced of my honesty. He
will douutless pay you afterward.’

“Afterward!"” he retorted in a high key, “By
our Lady, ne shall pny me afterward! The gut-
tara will run gold then, will thexy? Parlien! T
will see that a good stream flows my way. But
one ecannot play to-day with to-morrow’s coin.

He said I thonld have ten pistoles when [ let him
know the hour"

“lI eannot mend that, 1t lies between vou and
him. 1 have not seen or heard of any money,'

Martin edged up close to the door of retreat and
wased definut.,

“Then ail 1T have to say is,
for his news,”

Now, had I but thonght of {t, here was an easy
road ont of n bad business, If Martin would not
tell the hour of rendezvons Lucas wis saved,
monsienr's interests not endangered, yet at the
same time I was not forsworn.  But touch pitch
and be deflled. You cannot go hand and glove
with villains and remain an honest man., I re.
turned directly:

“As you choose,
sword,”

He started at that and made no instant reply,
seeming to be balancing considerations. Then he
gave his decision. .

“r will tell vou. But vour M, Gervals |s wrong
If ha thinks J can be slighted and robbed of mv

he may go whistle

But M, Georvais carvies a long
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